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THE SONG-SPARROW.
Glimmera gra thelmuhiem

There, healfethe gurden gate
Wﬂpnr m't.l;t'n m“%ol't lo.;ll#ﬂ
-wl the spinrrow Ilp'r » Metinte,
rll‘n‘l.

ho, wllh mu‘ly 1
Comes (o sun himaclf

Iv-waa there,” , lnat year,
Tt hia 1106 houiee be DONES
Yor he seema to perk udﬁr.
And o twitter, too, and UL
‘The bare brasches in between
With a fond, inmilisr mien.
lu. 1 know, there

WA & nest,
il there by the thruat
OfF those 1wigs that touch his bresst
Th 115 gone mOW. Home
[¥ t Ik over-full of snow,—
Bent the buah . stole It so,
00

gwit

Ofle
For wing'd hopes purely summer-souled.

days mellow
AR
u-ﬂ" .‘l’:lil its olil aweri range;

('an we do u better thi
Than, with him, still “ld anA sing?

, thou dost breed
°'rﬁfn$: in m-‘u-ynml alltelling)

Bhoatest through me IIIIIIITIII. preil,
And fruitful blessing, with that welling
1] » of eontati

a
Gitrgling ever from thy breast!

Andthy breathing, -llke, stirs
Inmy velna n*nl
Buch na throngh the ':laﬂll"l.
wella and shapea the pointed bud
OF thelilne ; and besets

‘I'he holluws thiek with violets.

Yeb 1 know not ln; charm
That can make the fieeting time
Of thy sylvun, faintalarm
Hull ltarlf to this rough rhyme:
St my ruder rhythmic word
Ntiftes (hy rare strain, denr bird,

And, however thou hast wrought
Tols wild Joy on heart nnd braie.
It is Letter leit untanght,
Take thou up the song agnin :
There Is nothing sard nfont
On the tide that swells thy throat,
w=Nevibmer's for July.

THE SUPERYISOR’S STORY.
It wna nt —, In Yorkshire, that [ first

met with my triend the supervisor. I had |
8 conversation | |

the plensure of an evenin
with bim, an evenlng und & morning, ns |

may fay. for we didn't ro to bed all that
night, and the tota of toddy reached a to-
tal that eansed Reason to totter on her
throne. We were conversing, among other
toples, upon  Fenlnnlam ; and | remarked

to my [riend the supervizor that T felt n

lttle tender In touching on the theme, for

that I didn’t exactly know, although 1

was cerinln he wis a Beotchman, whether

he mighn't be an Irlshman as well, You'll |
bear in mind that we'd reached the stage

of our * todiddy tournnment,* which might |
be termed the melee (or the mellow, in the |
vernnenlar) ; nnyhow, we were getting

mixed inour ideas,

And [ am not surprised atthet same,
fald Sandy, for 1 lived many years In Ire-
land, whev [ was just a Enuumr. and |
grew so lutimnte with the [rish that my
tongue got a twist that It's pever recove
ered from to this duy, [was In a wildish
part of the country. up among the bogs
of Tipperury., 1 was Just araw laddie
then, upon my approhation, as it were,
and I was gle uctive, ye may besure, ront-
ing about the country hunting for stills
and sheberns, * searching anld wives® bar.
rels." trring to speer out something that
might he n festher In my cap, und bring
me specdy promotion. ” But never a drop
of potheen or the whiff of a st I counld
come neross, thoigh they were swarming |
about me the whiles.

HBut one day, as 1 sat on the top of a bit
hillock looking over the will country,
and thinking of the bracs o' Kirkokyrie, 1
spled o man coming along a wee bit track
over the moor, and he was as fou as the
lain! o' Cralgdarroch.

He was astranger to the parts, too and |
didn’t know the face of me, and he eame |
rolling and sliddering along to where [
was sitting,

“(iod save you, friend ! =ald I,

“The s-saints purtect you!" said my
friend,

“It'z the deeent drop o' liquor you get
up there beyant,"

**Be me soul, itis."

ssAnd It's a decent gossoon that sells it,"
I went on,

*Indced he is,"

“Will there be a drop left in the jug up
beyant "

“I'here’s larhings of it."

“Maybe ye'd like a drop more of that

me

“Indeed 1 wonld,”

“Then 1'1l be for treating you, friend :"
and | linked my arm_with his, and awny
we went over hill and dale, while we came
to a lone hut in a bit hag or diugle, where
there was a reek of peat amoke, and a bit
of a bummling nolse that was t w
fellows Inside singing. Well, my friend
gave a sort of countersign that [ conldn't
see the trick of, and he and 1 both walked
in and sot down on a heap of turfs by the
floor, and called for the potheen, and I

d tor it, and never a one of them was
wiser, But they hadn't got the still
there, 1 found that out ; It was upamong
the somewhere, and 1 was hoping
they’ p lomthlnﬁ that'd give me a
line to where it waa, n all of a sudden
there dro in a little man, a grocer
from the town, and the shine from the
door as It opened upon me lit up my fice,
and In tthe surprise of the moment he
sang out,
“Lades, ye've the gaugeramong ye!"
here was a g:otklfl:m‘ turf just be-
hind me, and before I could stir & _hand,

had clapped it uver me like an |4l

somebody

extingulsher, and what with the dust of
the turf, and a wheen few trifles that was
among it, and the reek and the stink, I
didn't cutre to my senses for s minute or
two; and when 1 popped my head out of
the basket, never a soul was there but the
:ﬁfmndmother snoring away in her ol

rb

the fire,

But though they raved thelr still, they
couldn't RJ over the selling of the drink :
that was plain enough against them;
against Terence Macarthy, that is, who
lived in the cabin, He was juat the cat's-

w of the men that worked the still ; but
got all the punishment, more's the

Ity! Well,1 summoned and
pmy”him fined & hundred pounds; and as
was nothing in the world In his hut

but the old turf kish as [ had kicked the

straw, I took body-warrant, as we
call it, and ety u'Bum mind I'
take my filend to Dublin Castle,
Now, Ireland's a diffurent eountry alto-
gether from this; and after we'd had our
, and the strates signed
the warrant IFI poor Terence, we
went Into the public-house close :H—lhe
whﬂ.lmofw.nnq:nm.ad —and
ba’nn to drink whisky like fish,
‘Handy, me boy,” sald Mike Ilackett—
P remember Mike?—* Sandy, lsn't it
rembling ye are with ap ™
He was v in his conversa
tion, mﬁhe. * Isn't it shakifg ye are,
e of“ mrcdall. at l.t?: %
anxes ur
Eimlln hnnd’t:r Inc'umh Terence
hid ’m "twas he that shot the balliff,"

shouted one.
“Divil a one than he murthered the
‘ " eried

sheriff’s s another,
Come,"” I sald at last, rather

cross the was me—
‘‘ gome, l'll':h‘:u of mh:l' with
any sportaman In the room that I'll take
the boy to Dublin Castle myself."

“ Done with you 1"’ cried a dozen voloes,

And I was booked for abouta hoThnd
of whisky befire 1 knew where I was,
Butlmldn'd? back ; only when the
excitement of drink was out of me, I felt
aa If I'd a deal rather have lcft it undone,
for they were a wild lot were McCarthys,

wild country they lived In.

It was nearly & week before 1 could
across from Bhillaloo to Terence McC
thy's cabin, which waa inthe barony of
Tullabardine.

It was just the dusk of the evening |

to the top of the hill that looked over
rence’'s cabin; and a dismal hole It
Taars ‘i & it of pook of bisok boa:
was & 0 .
water at one end of it, and at the other
was Terence's abln—full a heap of turf,
with a hole for the smoke to come out.

If it wasn't’ for tlnl-ll'lll lnughed at, I'd
have gone back, Well, I dropped down
into hollow, and walked up to the
cabin, The door was ed; and the
thought came back to me for the moment
that they'd all gone off : and !:I I'd
have been for that. But no ; there was a
bit fire In the corner, and in the darkness
I could Just see some ple crouching
down, aud the old grandmother sitting In

her chalr by the peat fire.
chair by Rere ™ T sald as I walked

“God saveall
nl

“ Bave ye kindly !'* replled a gruff volece
the corner,

And with that I sat downon the old
kish that had been filled with turf, and
pulled out my pipe and began to smoke.
I eonld distingulsh objects now in the

loom. There was Just & heap of children
Fu the corner, with an old rag coverin
themn, sleeping Just as sweetly, too, as if
they'd been wrapped In down : and there
wig the mother of thera with the baby at
ter breast, and Terence lying doubled
up with his head in his bosom § but never
another soul in the hut,

* Take n draw of a pipe, mon," sald I3
“and don't be downhearted."

I gave him my bag of tobacco, and he
found a pipe in the corner, and he began
to smoke,

“Ye'll no have a wee drap whisky in
the house " 1 sald.

“Divil a drap your hanner's left us,”
sald the man, aryly.

* Take a pull at my flask, then," said I.

And Terence took it and drank,
Somehow [ felt more comfortable then, I
wns saf o8 long as I was Inside the cabin.

“1 sup) you know what I've come
lu;lrwlai for, Terence?' 1 sald, after a
while.

An though this had been a preconcerted
slgnal, the wife burst out with loud Ia-
mentations ; the old grandmother ralsed
a fecble *wirru, wirru 1" rocking herself
backward and forward in her chair; the
children in the corner, aroused by the
nolse, began to wail and cry ; and the
little babe at the breast howled dismally
in concert,

“ Oh, what will we do, what will we do?
Oh, Terry, Terry, will ye leave the chil-
dren to starve, and the habe that hangs to
me breast? Ochone! Ochonel™

** Whisht, woman, d'ye hear? Mayha
it lsn’t so badas we think., Mayhap his
hanner will give usa week or two, while
the Pratlm come ot of the ground. and—"'

‘1 can't do it, l'erence; it'sa Queen's
job, you know."

* Anil If the Queen were spoken to, ger
hanner,” saltl the womnn—*'she's had
bahes of her own—she wouldn't take the
hnsbandedway from me that wasn't to
blame atfll, except with belrg too good-
natured with those two black villing—""'

** Hold your tongue, Bridget !"" shouted
Terence, nterrupting her.

*There Is a way," [sald, * If Terence
will shew me the road to the still up
among the bof.‘ he’ll be let off his impris-
onment, and ppen get twenty pounds
into the bargain,’

* Oh, Terence, darling, do you hear
that? Do you hear what his hanner tella
you? Go on to your knees, Terence, and

thank his hanner!" |
‘Was not to be ahaken;

But Isaw
he thrust away from him the clinging arms
of his wife.

* Do you know that it's an Informer he
wants me to be? I'm ready to go,” he
salil, gotting up and coming toward me,
**Come along, yer hanner, afore my heart
breaks n.ntlleiy."

*“All right, Terenoe; we must walk
across to where the Dublin road crosses
the tall of the bot. We shall have plenty
of time to catch the coach,"

‘“Init the coach I'll have to go by?
Won'tit cost & power of money '

‘' Seventeen shillings the fare, two shil-

lings the coachman, a shilling for refresh-
went; you'll cost the country a pound
ther, Terence,"

T

‘*A pound, your hanncr! a whole
und! a goolden soverelgn to take the
ikes of meto prison? Oh, fuur hanner,"”
aald Terence, his face lighting up allof a
sudden, “if ye'd only give the pound to
children and the

the mlat to Iw[lh
d | babea while I lle In the Jail, I"drun by the

side, yer hanner; ye should never take
your eyes off me. Ah, I'd hless vour
banner all the days of my life, and the
children would learn to pray for you, and
the old mother that's alinost In the grave
shall entreat the Queen of Heaven for
your soul,”

I was young and soft-hearted then; 1
couldn't withstand the sight of so much
distress, h‘hnva him the soverelgn,
which he ed overto hls wife, “Now,
Terence, I sald, “I shall trust to your

bottom outof, and hi dmother'schalr
that had been thatehed with s bit of ot

houor, By ten o'clock to-morrow morn.
Ing youmust be at Dublin Custle gate;

ve 10 |10y

Jump

1t you f4ll me, I'm ruined by my kiludness
ou,'

.ll 'l be 'LEI?'T your hauner, by the
holy cross,’ ‘erence, crossing him-
self devoutly, to give effect to his words,
1 ﬂlhhz’t feell"gmfambln either, but I
wonldn’
made my w‘:: across the hewth.
showed me my way till we camie In
of the Dublin road, 8 white streak In

Tel'!nu:

m by some Inscrutable 8 Across

After I'd walted some time, the coach
eame up; the front seats were full, and I
took my place behind, where there was
nobody but an old woman, who b:;'u ﬂf
“mk::ﬁ;m mﬁ'&% old woman, sn.t:

00. coach stopped

momllluk to change, and that roused
me, A my ewn nameca

“M'Alister! Ssunders ‘M'Allster ! are
you there I

‘‘Sure enough I am," I said
npﬂs‘ﬁ rubbing wy eyes,
™A man clambe red up to the roof of the
coach with a dark Iantern In his hand
which he flashed full upon me and the old
wom uhop.

“You've got your prisoner all right,
then." sald g:c n{:n ’ g

 What do you know about the prison-
er? sald I, sulklly; “and what do
mean by routing a fellow about just as
P settled 1

he's

4 Oh ' says he, loftily : ** no Aairs with
me ; I'm your new su por!"

Now I'd written Just a note te our su.
pervisor, old Blathery, adecent old fellow
as ever lived: * Bladder, I'm
going to take a prisoner to Dublin to-
night, und as [ come back I'll come and
see you, and we'll havea gey willle waught
for auld !ang syne.”

“ Yen," sald the man, a tallow-candle-
looking kind of chap, with big teeth, that
made t‘ulh a shine, as you may say.
“ Yes, I'm new supervisor, and I'm
astonished that you should make so free
with your superior officer as tn write such
# letter to him as that | got to-night. But
I'm glad to see you've got your prisoner
all right. I'm golng up to Dublin too.
I've kot a prisoner, and there's nobmlr
¢lse to take him, o [ am golng myself."*

**Why, where's Blathery 1" sald 1,

“Suspended ; sure to be dismissed.”

“And Tompkine and Jones,
officers 1

"Hmi:imlau too,"

“Gude suve us!" sald 1; *and what's
that for "'

[ can’t tell ye all, but I can tell you
this much : they were constantly taking
prisoners to Dublin Custle. and getting
pald for thelr coach fure and expenses,
and sll the while they'd be driving them
np In carts they'd borrow from their
friends fur nothing ; and there was one
impldent follow made his prisoner walk,
and claimed his fare just the same.”

. “eml wns 6 for that they suspended
em ¥ "y

*Wasn't it enongh—to be defrauding
the Hevenue? I'm glad to see ye've l%:t
your man_safe nlongside you, for, by
Jingo! If I'd caught you nt those tricke,
I'd have been the dismission of you,”

Well, I felt my heart go down Into my
boots. What on earth was | to do? Sure
enough, the next time the old woman
woke, 1'd be discovered, and then what
roélll,d be the :3! ofll:! 1'd be dlllI:.lllrt-d
n disgrace, and ruin my pros or
life : and then poor HQIL Btewp::t, who
was walting for me up In Kirkealdy,
waiting till I'l get my next rise in my
salary—oh, whutever "would [ do! Just
catch me dolng & work of mercy and
churity ag«in! *O Lord !"' I sald breath-
lnrn mental prayer, “let me off this onoe;
I'll never offend any more."

The supervisor—Chandler his name
was, queer enough. seeing he was for all
the world, as [ have sald before, just like
a tullow-candle—he clambered up with his
lnrlmner to where [ was sitting, and took
il place Just opposite me, ut the ver
back of the coach, you know, with his
fuce to the horses,  Just the jerk of start-
Ing the conch woke up the old woman,
and she, looking about In wonder for a
moment, threw her arms up and began to
ery.

'?:(Jh. sure I'm past'the piace entirely !
Oh, sure I'm lefit behind!  Oh, I'll never
find my way back!"™ and she tried to
the coach,

I threw my arma round her and held
her down ; but the more I held her the
more she otruggled. till in the end I man-
aged to pinion her arms, and, fairly over-
powered, she became quiet at last.

Mr. Chandler was all of a shake.

“ W.what's the meaning of that extra-
ordinary scene ¥’ he cried.

** Prisoner trying to escape,’’ I sald,

** Bless me, that was a very cou 8
reslstance on your part. 1'll make n note
of tha' ;' and Chundler pulled out a bi
note-baok ; but, between the Enrklnp
the coach and the shaking of his hands,
he couldn’t write a . However, it
wasn't Ionllbeium we were at Portarling-
ton, which I was thankful to see. I was
tired of hugging my old woman. What
I'd do after that [ didn't know. But as
luck would have it, the moment the coach
stopped, Chandler leaped down.

* I'll geta drop of something hot,” he
cried, ‘‘to stop this shivering, Look af-
ter the prisoners, M'Alister.”

‘ Mother, ain't you thanktul to me I
saved ynur]lru!“ I sald to the old woman,
unclasping my embrace, Bhe gave me a
look and & curse, and stepped off the
coach. And then a bright thonght came
into my brain, *: Come over here," Isald
to the prisoner opposite, who had boen
stolldly looking on'; “you'll be warmer
and '11111-::& oo':in ol}utllle n thl;.mr“ar. and
you & bit of sleep, K

T'he man came over, ll)m&n:n H;lm inthe
corner the old woman had vacated.

* What's your name "

': ﬁnduw h lumyi;; | "I

* How mue ve the ve you?
asked of him, ygny

* Bix months,”

““Now, my lad,” I sald, qulckly,
* would you rather two months' impris-
onment as a crown debter, living on the
best of en;ythu:g, or your six monthson
pris:n fare?"

** Why, I'd take the two, ay course,"

*Then you've only qot o nhun&e our
merl;mm Andrew to Lerence, Willyou

“That I will, your hanner,” said the
man, with & grin.” J think he divined my

u?'
e lI! hi! hi! Halloo! halloo! halloo!

the

Btop! stop!" I began lu.llnulna and
shouting with ull my might, and all the
passengers and the coachwan, and Chand-

from my word;sol|l

i Ing on his | down,
darxness, und then he went loping o the dl:“hhwl]]dhe ‘0’" roared Chan-

« | sald the

oy | 8

E.mong the lot, camo tumbling out of

I L]
"llll:'l qom!" I cried ; ¥ your prison-
er‘. .l'
“ Why didn't you stop him "'

* How could I hold the two of them "'

M’o
T;duw, muﬂlng lnlh t‘lrl:' npuu of 3!11!
scenc, began to s e ently, an
threw my arnis utr»:na:'hlm. and held him

r,

“ Down Montmelllck  dy
Away went Chandler, his long legs fly-
‘Ing out behind him, his skirts futtering
Inthe brecze, till he disa in the
outer darkness, | need Iy say that
the $My of the public was with the

e80n) )
" h‘nt should we walt for him for?"
man, ehnberlﬁp into
his seat, looking over the of the
mh'; “we can't stop the coamch for

%o on !" shouted all the s,

!ﬁhm to beat once more as the
coach moved slowly on. Not till we had
cleared the lighta of Portar] + NOL
till the shouta of. the mob which the news
of the escape had collected had died away,
did I fecl perfectly secure,

l:mdlwn as we reached Dablin,
and along its streets to the Cas-
tle . Just by qlln
solitary figure, & masculine flgure, drersed
in long tattered coat and battered
caubeen ; he had a cudgel under his arm,
and was leaning In melancholy gulse
against the weather-worn walls,  lle
brightened up ‘when he saw the conch
canie forward, and recognizing me, offered
to help me in my descent. It was Terence

Macarthy.

“I'm ready for you, captain,’ he sald,
with a bright amile,

I was n little embarmssed by my two
captives. I had onlya warrant for one,
for Terence, and the governor of the
Castle would not take the custody of two
prisoners upon that warrant. And how
could I get rid of Andrew? or if 1 took in
Anidrew, how dispose of Terence? Oh,
iIf Andrew would mlf run away !

* Rin, man, rin!" I whispered In An-
drew's ear, ns he descen from the

m .

* Would I abuse your hanner's kind-
neas 2" whispered the man in reply.

M Go! get out!” 1 suldy, nudging Ter-
ence with my elbow.

“Sure your hanner's got me faster
than wid chaina of lron wid yeur hanuer's
treatment of me,”

There was a little pablie-house hard by
the Castle gate, und to that I lead my em-
barrassing charge,

“Now look here, Terence and An-
drew," I rald after we'd each had a check-
ful of whisky: *her roynl Majesty bas
taken yvour ease Into her graclous con-
sideration, and she's come to the concln-
sion that the Interest eof justice will he
sufliclently subgorved if oneof ye goos to

prison. Now just choose between your-
sclves,”

“I'tl go,” sald Terence.

“ I wnll,” sald Andrew.

“ The divil suve you!" sald Tercnce.

And #o they went on with thelr aggra-
vating language, that I'm not Irlshman
enough to deseribe to you, and fromw
words they came to blows Terence had
his cudgel with him, Andrew broke the
leg off & _stool ; I crept under the table to
be out of the way, but the table was ulp.
set among 'em, & heavy oak table, the
edge of which it me on the nose and
tapped my claret, as the saylng ls. The
fight lasted a quarter of an hour, at the
end of which Andrew was on the floor
bleeding profusely,

“I've bate the soul out of him," sukl
Terence, breathless, *A dirty little omad-
haun like that to be taking the paw of
me, and to be golng to be stuling the very
pricon away from me, Come slong
quick, yer hanner,"

When we once more reached the Castle
gate, there wng o post-chalse standing
there ; and In the governor's office was my
friend Mr. Chandler, the wreck of the
smart supervisor I had last seen.  There
were great gups In his row of shining
tecth ; his tall hat was knocked Into the
shape of u pancake; his neat frock-coat
was hanging In tatters at his back.

*Oh, man !"" he ed, an 1 came in;
* how could you leave me in the hands ol
those barbarians? how I've been
treated! Why, I was mobbed In that hor-
ribleplace! Why did you suffer that man
to drive away and leave me !

‘“How could I help it sald 1.
“Haven't I had desperate work to km-p
my own prisoner? Loak at my face;"
it was blood-stained certainly. * Look at
my prisoner; his head was o mass of
brulses. If I hadn't fought to the death,
Ty —_

* And is this the wa e,
on ahout here?' sald Chant le.::n il

** Pretty much about,’ I said.

“ Then I'll never return to that horrible

lace, never. I'll go stralghs back to

merset House and tell "em they must
send a prize-ﬂahr.er to take charge of the
district. 1 shall report vel;Lfawnbly of
you, 'R’Alllm.an your desperate cour-

8o he did, I'm glad tosay, and I gotmy
dlstrict soon after,and a risein salary, anil
married Katle Stewart, Terence and 1
were fust friends from that time, and when
the old grandmother died I helped him to
emigrate to Amerlea, where I Lear ho's
dolng very well In the publie line, But 1
never met with sueh another adventure,—
English Magasine.

—To Preserve Corn on the Cob,—Gathe
erlth;;sﬂ;eahon th:!hc bf';-l‘m: art‘l mll\ﬁdu-
veloped, re n to glaze. First
soak them half my hour in ':llt plekle,
made strong enough to float an ezy.
Then rinse off In cﬁm. cold water, anil
Iny the ears in warm, ‘water, on
boarda, out In the sun or windows, uvera
ateady heat from a stove, drylng gradual-
ly for ten days, until the grains are shriy-

eled like sugar-corn and all the molsture | i

is dried out of the cob. Then all that Is
required Is to g.mk in wooden boxes, and
lace where theres I8 no dampness, and
ut a slight atmospheric change. When
Tl e ot T e
n , when the ns w
I‘oun't; bl':llr‘lziﬂlhd ontihmélogr:{.t may have
n corn on the mnst al
get.iu\t but an hour from _tha ﬂeld.. N

—To keep Hams all Bummer,.—S8ew |
coarse olmh?md pack In cold, dry -:!;u':
but so that none of it touches the hama.
Keep them In a cool, dry place, butuot
to freezo,

there stood a | h

Cultare of Tohaceo,

The cold, wet seazon has had the effect
to ‘:ut off, aud in some cases, prevent the
setting of tobacco. This, however, m
qe continued untll July 1st or even 10t
of July, but If set in June, under fivora-
ble clrcumstances, the leaves will bo prett
sure to mature before the ndvent of frost,
Plants should not be lrnm{llmmd until
they become the size of a sliver dollar.
And if some care be taken In lrsnlg)hnb-

ing it will amply repay the care, by the
nfergrowth.
This may be tll:lekly done inserting

two fingers in the prepared hill and as the
earth I8 drawn away, Tlnclng the roots In
itlon without bend "1 or twisting, It

e day be damp or cloug not
be needed, but rddrg, a little water should
be given In the depression around the
roots, and, after the water has settled
away, the dry earth should be (rawn ev-
enly around the plant; when the large
flelds are plll‘llﬁd. this may be done by a
division ot lubor. Inwatering anch small
rlarm from & gill to & half pint of water

s sufficlent for each, so that a little water
will gon long way.

It used to be » favorite maxim with a
certaln class that man waa the only anle
mai that would eattobacco, hut those who
have had thelr tobacco plantations depre-
dated upon by deer know better; and the
orse, who In some of his structural func-
tions I1s not dissimllar, is not averse to

mtaﬁln of this ‘‘noxlous weed.” Among
| the Insect tribe It has many eneinles. The
rrlmlg:l ones, however, with the which
lie tobaceo grower has to contend are the
cut-worm _tribe and certaln clatses of
Sphingea,the larvm of which are large
worms, The ::l!z‘liy certaln means of pre-
venting the depredations of these destruc-
tive Insects 18 hand-picking, The cut-
worms should be hunted for early in the
morning, before the sun ls up If y
for at this time the larve have not sought
thelr rctreats, but m{wnm-ull be found
on the surfice or Just beneath the surface
of the earth, and are easily killed. ‘The
Sphinz quinquemaculatus, and the true to-
bacco worm of the Bouth, Sphinz Carolina,
are the two Insccts which prove sodes
structive to the tobacco erops the first
north of the latitude of 8t. Louls and the
other south ; the two speeles being found
together In the Iatitnde of Southern Iili-
nole. The larve of these Inzects ve
nearly resemble each other to the unsel-
entitle eye, and both feed upon varfousin-
dividuals of the Solanwm family, to which
;1':? potato, tomato, henbane and tobacco

long.

I'he mature moth of the northern spe-
cles mensures about five inchies uwross the
wings s 1s of a gray color, varleguted with
blnckish lines and bands, and has on each
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| elide of the body five orange-colored spots

enclreled with ‘blnck, henee Its name guin-
quemaculatus, or five-spotted sphinx,
‘I'his moth deposits its eggs upon the
underside of the leaves, about the time
the leaves are onesthird to half fgrown.
‘I'hey should be carcfully hurted ir and
deatroyed, and ezpeclally should the moth
be killed whenever founid. No pains should
be spared In worming the tobneco, as it 1s
called, that Is, destroyiig the larvie of
of this moth while yet found. for if al-
lowed to eat until they attain conslderable
slze or become full grown. the crop 15 ses
rlously Injured, sometimies wholly de-
stroved. “I'he worm Is not much songht
by small birds, but turkeys are often utils
Ized In destroying this pest of the tobacoo
plant, and they specdily acquire a taste
ior the wormsa, In the cultivation of to-
baceo no pains shoulil he spared to keep
the plants constantly growing, by havin
the s0ll constantly in fine tilth, There (s
no crop that pays better for the manure
applied, and, having been to the expense
of upplying manure, fitting the ground,
and planting, it Is bad policy thereafter to
nllow the crop to be dwarfed for want of

cul*ivation, or destroyed by the larvee of
noxious insects,— Western Rural.
i s A it

The Death Agony.

Death Is usnally preceded by & group of
phenomena that has recelved the name of
the death-agony. In most cases of dig-
vase the bnﬁlmllng of thie concluding pe-
rlod Is marked by a sudden lm,rrm'vnwnt
of the fanctions, It Is the Iast gleam
nrrlngln%(rmm the dying 1lame  but shon
the cyes became fixed and lnsensible to
the action of light, the nose grows polnted
and cold ; the mouth, wile open, seems to
cull for the air that fulls it, the cavit
within it s purched, and the lips, as if
withered, cling to the eurves of the teeth,
The last movements of respiration are
spusmodie, nnd & wheezing, and some-
times o marked gurgling soumd, may be
heard at some distance, cansed by obstrue-
tion of the bronchial tubes witha guune
tity of mueus, The brenth I8 cold, the
temperature of the skin lowered.  1f the
heart I8 examined, we note the weakenin,
of its sounds and pulsations, ‘T'he hand,
placed In lts nelghborhood, feels no throb,
Such s the physlognomy of a person In
the lnst moments of death In the greater
number of cases, that Is, when death fol-
lows upon a period of iliness of some du-
ratlon, The death-atruggle is seldom

Inful, and almost always the patient

vels nothing of it. Hels r.»lunxed into a
comatose stupor, 8o that he is no longer
conscious of his situntion or his sufferinge,
and he passea insensibly from life te death,
In a manner that renders It sometimes dif=
ficult to fix theexact Instant at which a
dylug person expires,  This Is true, ac
least, in chronle maladies, nudd especlally
in those that consume the human bhod
slowly and sllently, Yet, when the hour
of death comes for ardent orgunizations—
for great artists, for Instance, and th
usually die young—there Is 4 qulck an
sub/ime new burat of' life in the creative
genlus, There Is no better example ot
this than the angelle end of Beethoven
who, before he breathed out his soul, tha
tuneful monad, reguined his lost speech
und hearing, and spent them In repeating
for the last time some of those sweet hure
monies which he called his * Prayers to
od,"" Somedisenses, moreover, are nost
secullarly marked by the gentleness of
he dying agony. Of all the ills that cheat
us while killing by pin-pricks, eonsum
tion |s that which longest wears for us the
Hlusive look of health, and best conceals
the miery of living and the horrur of dy-
ing. Nothing can be compared with that
halluelnation of the senses and that livells
neas of hope which mark the last days of
the consumptive. He takes the burnin
of his destroying fever for & healthfu
symptom, he forms his plans, and smiles
valmly and cheerfully on hls frlends, and

suddenly, some morrow of a Iggh
he fulls Into the sleep that nuvé;-' l:vtaﬂa':.'-'-'-




